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In the Firth of Forth, Scotland, 1916, I did not go to sea
with the British battle cruiser squadron as I should have done
had the Germans come out at that time.
At Amerongen, Holland, I did not interview the Kaiser,
but I did give his ex-Imperial Majesty a few anxious days.
He thought I wanted to kidnap him.
At Queenstown, Ireland, I was roundly cursed as a hyena
and a jackal for attempting to gain details of the Lusitania
disaster from an agitated survivor.
On the other hand, by crawling around in No-Man's-Land,
scared stiff, with half a dozen Frenchmen, I landed a new
newspaper job.
On the outskirts of Mexico City, I spent an exhilarating
evening interviewing Federico Cordova, a gentleman who
took great pride in the profession of banditry in the turbulent
Mexico of Carranza.
In Manchuria, I was the guest of a Chinese general whose
army was facing the Russians, and I left just in time to avoid
retreating two hundred miles with the army, which looted',
and killed as it went. My friend the general committed sui-
cide.
In the war, I successfully, and, on occasion, narrowly,
dodged considerable enemy hardware, including, in Picardy,
a 38o-millimetre shell, and later, a few post-war revolution-
ary bullets.
At night in the Argonne, on November 2, 1918, I
scratched out a fifty-word cablegram in pencil on the back
of an envelope, saying that the Germans were in full retreat.
It crawled back over the infantry wires laid on the ground
to regimental headquarters, where somebody passed it on
through brigade, division, and corps headquarters until it
finally reached army headquarters at Souilly. There my good
friend Grantland Rice, press officer, saw it and relayed it to